CHAPTER   EIGHT

NOT a word was spoken. The occasion was too serious,
almost solemn. There they were, the four of them, driving
away in the brougham from the White House, Didsbury,
after Dan Dunkerley's inaugural breakfast: Dan and Sim
facing the horses, Alec Dillworth and George Satterfield
gazing backward along the unwinding road. These two sat
away from one another, each close into his own corner, not
liking one another. But at the moment Alec was not
thinking of his dislike for George Satterfield. He was keeping
his face as solemn as the other three faces, but in his heart
he was writhing with laughter. The mild sunlight was bless-
ing the earth; the trees crowding close to the road as they
passed through Fallowfield were lit up with red and white
and yellow blossom, and swifts were skating in majestic arcs
upon the blue plane of the sky. And here we are thought
Alec, moving through all this like mutes going to pay our
respects to a corpse. He felt that they should be leaning out
of the window and cheering, or blowing trumpets, or throw-
ing confetti. But no. There was old Sim, yellow gloves,
skewers of moustache, the flower at his lapel, the malacca cane
in his hand, gazing straight before him out of his ice-blue
eyes as though he were some fantastic aristocrat on the way
to the guillotine. There was Dan, his round healthy normal
face set into an expression of almost holy devotion: worship-
ping Mammon, already, so soon, thought Alec. And there
was Satterfield, neither daunted like the old man nor
dedicated, to whatever unworthiness, like Dan, but just
plainly and vulgarly stuck up. Ah well, thought Alec, they'll
soon be used to it. Soon it'll mean no more to them than
the morning bacon; and by then, of course, there'll be
something else, something new and wonderful all the time,
to keep on reminding them that they're richer and richer,
more and more successful.

He would have liked to shake them all up in a bag, do
something rude or shocking to bring them to their senses ;
but he bore down the impulse and sat quiet, looking like an